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When Jolanta saw him for the first time, she couldn't help but think that 
everything she had been told about Putnam fell short. He was tall, almost seven 
feet, and even Vargos, who was quite tall himself, seemed small in comparison. 
This was likely due to a combination of his genetics and the special mushrooms Popular, Pages 
that grew in Kaer Seren, which the Griffins had easier access to than the male 
counterparts of the Cat School with whom Jolanta had lived for many years, not 
having to resort to travelling weeks in the caravan to find the caves in which they 


grew. 


His hair, curly at the end, though well hidden by the ponytail he wore, was a light 
brown, gradually darkening to the colour of that wood taken from the Basilian 
pine, which the natives of that island west of the Skellige Islands called tea, and 
which made very strong doors. This gave rise to the suspicion that he had surely 
come from the south to the cosmopolitan city of Novigrad, which was reinforced 
by the tone of his skin, which was olive, tending to pink, indicating that he had 
once worn a tan that had nothing to envy to the most idealised of the sailors of 
Cidaris or that of the tavern keeper, Olivia Cheboi and her mixed origins, half- 


Nordling, half-Zangvebarian. 


His face, accompanied by that soft beard style typical of Nazair, was 
proportionate in all aspects, only interrupted by the scars that covered his face, 
one straight and the other clawed, as if both animals and men were afraid of his 
good looks, he had traces that made it impossible to intuit his origin, his nose, it 
seemed of southern origins, from Metinna, Ruach, or even beyond, but it had the 
right proportions so as not to be so. Her lips were reminiscent of the lips of the 


archipelago, but they were not thick enough. 


And then there were his bicolored, vertical-pupiled eyes - penetrating, 
mysterious, intimidating, and eye-catching, like one of those tropical poisonous 
frogs she had seen at the Novigrad zoo. The left side was a deep but clear blue, 
like the part of the Great Sea that bathed Ebbing in the summer, and the right 
side was a wild but beautiful green, reminding her of both spring and the stories 
of those dangerous forests called jungles, told by Ofiri and Zangvebarian 
merchants in the port to entice customers with expensive products, which in 
their lands would surely be nothing more than cheap junk of no particular use. 


He was muscular, but not excessively so, as revealed by the way his light armor fit 
his body and how the medallion with the griffin head opening its beak § 


was undoubtedly a worthy member of the school founded by Erland after the fall 
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of the Order of the Witchers. Jolanta could understand both Tubiel's jealousy 
towards other women who approached him and the resentment of his scattered 
and reformed feline comrades, as their agile and elf-like bodies could not do all 


that she perceived he could. 


In short, he was balanced, like those statues of perfect men that sculptors in 
Oxenfurt tried to imitate, while debating what the ideal canon of male beauty 
should be. It was a shame that they were not there that night, for Jolanta had just 


discovered it. 


His presence was imposing, but at the same time, there was something about 
him that conveyed tranquility and security. Perhaps it was his gaze, which, 
despite its intensity, seemed to carry a message of peace. Or perhaps it was his 


smile, which, despite the scars, was warm and friendly. 


The witcher seemed to be a strong-willed person, but also very sensitive. Jolanta 
could sense this from the way he treated others, with respect and kindness, but 
without failing to be firm and decisive when necessary. It was an unusual 


combination, but one that undoubtedly made him even more attractive. 


His voice was deep, soft, and melodious, with a Kovirian accent that seemed 
natural but could also be imitated, only adding to his general mystery and the 


musicality of his voice. 


Jolanta could not take her eyes off him; she was completely mesmerized. 
Everything about Putnam seemed to be a perfect mix of strength and beauty, 
mystery and security. He was as if he had been created by some divine artist, 


with every detail carefully designed to make the maximum impact. 


Jolanta's fascination with Putnam was such that she seemed to have forgotten 
the purpose of her visit to the Purple Rose, to have a cheap dinner that was still 
decent. Putnam also looked at her, and his bicolored eyes seemed to scrutinize 
her with an intensity that made Jolanta feel both uncomfortable and excited. But 
it was not a look of disapproval or judgment, but rather of curiosity and, perhaps, 


interest. She soon realized that he had recognized her. 


"Jolanta, right?" 


He asked, approaching her with a slight smile and a friendly, cordial tone, 
contrasting with how he had been just moments before when she entered the 
door, knocking one of the bandits from the group that had tried to rob the place 


against the table until he was unconscious or out of breath (she suspected the 


latter), and his criminal accomplices fled (whom she found, in fact, leaving the 


place as if they had seen the devil himself). 


Then, the strange affection that Putnam had developed for the amoral Cats 
(derived from Tubiel's more noble past), completely opposite to what the Griffins 
and other schools were, responsible for most of the bad reputation that witchers 
had, played a trick on him and made him decide on a more direct approach with 
regard to what he had to tell her since he had found her by chance. 


"Tubiel..." he sighed heavily, trying to hide something that was clearly weighing on 
him. Jolanta then realized his second flaw, dark circles under his eyes, indicating 
a lack of sleep, which marred what was otherwise a handsome face, even with 
the scars. "He spoke to me a lot about you," he finished with a somewhat 


melancholic smile. 


"The same can be said, Vargos spoke to me a lot about you, Griffin. | never thought 


I'd meet you in person." 


She returned the smile, although in her case it was much more animated. But 


soon it disappeared, as she noticed the witcher's next reaction, similar to the 


previous one. 


"Vargos..." he sighed, "| have news of him." 


Jolanta's golden eyes with vertical pupils then widened, no matter how much she 


tried to hide that her ex didn't matter to her, deep down, he did, at least a little. 


"News? Please, sit down. Do you want to eat? | don't have much loose change, 
but based on what's on the menu and its prices, and the fact that it's rude not to 


reward messengers, | think | can afford to invite you, what do you say?" 


The witcher then let a brief, but powerful silence pass, accepting the invitation 
with a slight nod. He sat down, and after that, like a bad omen, came another, the 


product of the news he told her. 


"Vargos is dead. Tubiel... too." 


Jolanta felt the world stop around her. Putnam's words echoed in her mind over 
and over again, like a distant and distorted echo. She couldn't believe what she 
had just heard. Vargos and Tubiel, dead. It was too much to take in. But even so, 
she kept her composure, just as Putnam had done, although she could have 
noticed the slight breaks in his voice, especially perceptible when he mentioned 


Tubiel's name and left that brief pause before finishing speaking. 


And just as the closest thing to a father she had ever had, Pardus, had taught her. 
"Sorceresses do not cry out of pride, and ego. Witcheresses don't cry, because 
tears will attract monsters and eat them. No matter their form, human or 


otherwise." 


Jolanta swallowed hard, struggling to maintain her composure. "Witcheresses 
don't cry," she repeated to herself, fixing her golden eyes on the table. She took a 
deep breath and looked up at Putnam, trying to appear strong despite the pain 
she felt inside. 


"Thank you for telling me, Putnam,” she whispered, her voice trembling but firm. 


"How... how did it happen?" 


The witcher looked at her with a mixture of sadness and admiration. He could see 
the effort Jolanta was making to stay calm, and he couldn't help but feel a deep 
respect for her. He, on the other hand, was unable to cope so well with the pain of 
losing the man he had once considered as one of his older brothers and the love 
of his life, respectively. For although months had passed, Putnam was still 


hurting as if it were the first day. 


"It's better that | spare you the details,” he sighed, averting his gaze to Olivia, the 
tavern keeper, who was laughing with some customers before returning to the 
bar. Then he fixed his viperine gaze on the opposite one and let the silence speak 


for him. 


Jolanta nodded, feeling a lump in her throat. Although her relationship with 


Vargos had ended a long time ago (not for lack of wanting it, to be precise), the 


pain of his loss was real. And she could see that Putnam was also affected. 


Behind his imposing appearance, there was a man who had suffered a lot. 


Jolanta felt an impulse to console Putnam, to say something that would ease his 
pain, but she restrained herself. She knew that words were often useless in 
moments like this. Instead, she simply said, "Thank you for coming to tell me in 


person, Griffin. It means a lot to me." 


Putnam looked at her with a grateful expression and nodded. Then his gaze 


turned to the tavern, full of people laughing and enjoying the night. It seemed a 


cruel contrast to his own pain and that of Jolanta. 


"This is not a night to be alone, Jolanta, and even more so after the news I've 
given you," said Putnam, turning his gaze back to her. "Would you mind if | stayed 
a little longer? | don't have any great plans for tonight," he added with a smile, 


trying to lighten the mood of the moment. 


Jolanta shook her head and offered him a weak smile. 


"Of course not, Putnam. I'll be delighted with your company. Besides, we haven't 
even ordered dinner yet, | just realized," she laughed softly, doing her part to 


lighten the mood of the moment as well. 


Putnam returned Jolanta's smile, although his own smile was tinged with 
sadness, a deep-seated sadness that had not gone away since he was the sole 
survivor of that fateful night when Vargos, Tubiel, and many others perished. To 
which was added the fact that despite everything, he could not help but feel even 
more guilty for not having been able to do anything at the time, by bringing such 
devastating news and even more so in such an accidental way, as he had never 


expected to cross paths with her. 


"And well, what do you want to eat?" 


She asked, trying to steer the conversation towards more mundane things. 


"Let the one who invites choose for both, it wouldn't be right otherwise." He 


replied. 


Although he didn't have much of an appetite, he knew that Jolanta needed a little 
normality at that moment. If they crossed paths again, he would also tell her 
about Caldigi, he knew they knew each other, or so Tubiel had told him in his day. 
If he hadn't told her, it was because he considered that things couldn't go too 


fast. "Even in pain, you have to keep up appearances, or otherwise, you'll end up 


bleeding to death," he remembered old Keldar at that moment, that lesson, 
curiously, served both literally and metaphorically. The old man would be as 
grumpy and strict as possible, but he was usually right about almost everything. 


One day he would have to go back home and see him again, one day. 


Putnam was lost in his thoughts for a moment, but Jolanta's voice brought him 
back to reality. She had ordered fish soup and a plate of roast meat with 
vegetables to share, along with wine to drink, but wanted to make sure her guest 
also wanted the same. The witcher nodded his approval, confirming that he 


agreed, as well as a way of thanking her for the reminder. 


While they waited for the food, Jolanta and Putnam talked about trivial things, 
trying to fill the void left by the devastating news. They talked about the weather, 


the city, the tavern, everything but what really weighed on their minds. 


When the food arrived, Putnam insisted on serving Jolanta first, a chivalrous 
gesture that she thanked with a smile. As a good Griffin, the witcher had excellent 
manners, which only added to that air of perfection that he brought with him and 
disguised so well what she had perceived in small glimpses here and there. But it 
was during dinner when this began to fade a bit, revealing more layers of what 
was a complex personality. Jolanta noticed how strict and maniacal he was. 
Napkin always to the right, only two wipes to clean, neither more nor less, knife 
always with the left hand, fork with the right hand, in the Povissian way. 


Calculated movements, neither too fast nor too slow. 


The dinner took place in a quiet and respectful atmosphere. Jolanta observed 
Putnam with a mixture of admiration and curiosity. The witcher, for his part, 
seemed to have found in her a pleasant company that allowed him to distract 


himself, at least for a moment, from his darkest thoughts. He took the opportunity 


to study her carefully while they talked, noticing her purple hair, which he quickly 
discovered was dyed, revealing her natural red hair in certain areas, provocative 
in a city like this so intolerant of non-humans, he thought to himself, but at the 
same time, a sign of pride in the partly elven origin of the second iteration of her 
school. He noticed her eyebrows, the slight makeup she wore, her round face, 
partially childlike for a woman of her age, her fine nose with a beautiful profile, 
which would be the envy of any operated sorceress, and also, the scar on the 
right side of her face, which marred what was otherwise a face that any Aretuza 


adept would dream of having naturally. 


The wine, although not from Toussaint (it was from Kaedwen) was acceptable, 
courtesy of the house, in gratitude for Putnam having saved the Purple Rose from 
the bandits who tried to take it, flowed abundantly after Jolanta convinced the 
witcher to stop being so humble and accept Olivia's thanks. Which made it so that 
after an impressive number of bottles (at least by human standards), both ended 


up drunk, she more than him. 


The evening became more relaxed as the Kaedweni wine flowed through their 
veins. Putnam, despite his size and resistance (in part generated by the abuse of 
Black Seagull, which he had resorted to as a means to deal with his insomnia 
problems since the loss they now both shared), could not help but feel the effects 
of the alcohol, although he was holding up better than Jolanta, who was 
beginning to show obvious signs of drunkenness. Her cheeks had turned red and 
her golden feline eyes shone with a different, almost divine light, happier and 
carefree. Her laughter, which at first had been restrained and polite, now sounded 


free and genuine, filling the tavern with its echo. 


Putnam watched her with a smile on his lips, enjoying Jolanta's transformation. It 
was as if the alcohol had knocked down the walls she had built around herself, 
revealing the real Jolanta, a passionate, fun, and lively woman. The witcher, like 
with other female members of the School that Jolanta belonged who had come 
before in his life, could not help but feel attracted to her (praying at the same 


time, that unlike with Tubiel, they would not be so close, but he doubted it, the 


Cat caravan was not so large, he had been able to see it in person), not only for 


her physical beauty but also for her personality, which was a refreshing contrast 


to the seriousness and discipline that usually surrounded him. 


Putnam felt comfortable in Jolanta's company, and although he knew it was a 
complicated situation, he could not help but enjoy the evening. The witcheress 
was an interesting woman, and there was something about her that made him 
feel alive again, after so long immersed in sadness and pain. After so long trying 


to alleviate it in wrong ways. 


The night wore on and the tavern was gradually emptying. Jolanta and Putnam 
were still sitting at their table, surrounded by empty bottles and the remains of 


their dinner. The dim light of the candles gave the scene an intimate and cozy air. 


After a while, Putnam found himself in a state of controlled drunkenness, but 
Jolanta was clearly quite drunk. Her words were slurred and her laughter sounded 
louder than normal. The witcher watched her with a mixture of amusement and 


concern. He didn't want the night to end badly for her. 


"| think we should go,” said Putnam, trying to be as gentle as possible. "It's late 


and you... well, | think you've had too much to drink." 


Jolanta looked at him with half-closed eyes, trying to focus her gaze. "Are we 


leaving already?" she asked, with a crooked smile. "But we just met...” 


Immediately, realizing her state without Putnam saying anything, Jolanta 
nodded, and with an expression of sadness on her face, asked Olivia for the price 


of everything, paid for dinner, and got up from her seat, swaying slightly. Putnam 


hurried to help her, holding her by the waist. 


"Thank you,” murmured Jolanta, leaning on him. "You're very kind, you know?" 


Putnam smiled, not knowing very well what to say. He just nodded and guided her 
towards the exit of the tavern. 


When they went outside, the cool night air gave them a respite from the heavy 
atmosphere of the tavern. Jolanta clung to Putnam with more force, trying to 


keep her balance. The witcher held her carefully, making sure she didn't fall. 


"Where are you staying?" asked Putnam, trying to find out where he should take 


her. 


"| don't stay, stupid witcher," commented Jolanta amused. "| have a house, near 
the port. | hate the sea! What irony... But well, you don't look a gift horse in the 
mouth." 


Putnam couldn't help but laugh at Jolanta's spontaneity. Although the situation 
was serious, the mix of drunkenness and sincerity of the witcheress was 


charming. 


"Well, | think it would be better if | take you home then. You wouldn't want to trip 


and fall into the water, would you?" he joked. 


"It would be an interesting ending to the night, don't you think?". But | prefer to 


get home without a bath in the wonderful waters of the port." She ironized. 


Carefully, the witcher helped her walk through the streets, from the Red District 
towards her house. Jolanta kept talking animatedly, but her words were 
becoming more and more incoherent as the alcohol reached its peak. Putnam 
listened to her attentively, trying to understand what she was saying and making 


sure she didn't fall. 


They finally arrived at Jolanta's house. A two-story building with details of 
Novigrad's 10th-century architecture on its facade, probably an old building that 
had been reformed. Putnam helped her up the stairs and opened the door with 


the key that the witcheress took out with some difficulty. 


The interior was decorated in a simple but cozy way, except for a carpet with 


origins in the distant land of Barsa, according to what he intuited by its design (a 


bit tacky in his opinion), which decorated the living room floor. In fact, observing 
the rest, it reminded Putnam a bit of how they lived in the Cats’ caravan. 
Everything was functional and without complications, nothing that could draw 
attention, whether in the case of the caravan, corrupt border officials, and in that 
case, thieves. Except, of course, for the aforementioned carpet with a "striking" 


design. 

Once inside, Jolanta headed unsteadily towards the sofa and let herself fall on it 
with a sigh. Putnam closed the door behind them and observed the state of 
drunkenness of the witcheress with a greater concern than before. He 


approached her and sat on the edge of the sofa. 


"Are you okay?" asked Putnam calmly, although with a greater tone of concern in 


his voice badly hidden. 


Jolanta let out a wild laugh before answering: "Of course, I'm perfectly fine. Just a 


little dizzy, that's all. Kaedweni wine has its effect, you know." 


"You should rest a bit," suggested Putnam. 


Jolanta then smiled mischievously and changed the position of her legs, adopting 


a much more sensual pose. She looked at Putnam with predatory eyes and said to 


him: 


"You can stay if you want. Don't worry, you won't hurt me." 


Putnam raised an eyebrow, surprised by the invitation, feeling somewhat 
uncomfortable for a moment at Jolanta's suggestion. Although the night had 
been interesting to say the least, he didn't want to take advantage of the 
witcheress' drunkenness. So, he breathed deeply three times before answering 


calmly: 


"Jolanta, | appreciate the offer, but | think it's better if you rest.” 


The witcheress then let out a playful laugh without stopping looking at him 


fixedly. 


"You're such a Serious witcher, Griffin..." she pouted. 


"Don't worry, Jolanta. It's part of my nature,” replied Putnam with a friendly smile, 
trying to keep the tone light despite the situation. 


Then, Putnam got up and headed for the door, ready to leave. He turned and gave 


her a last look. 


"But, you know? | could use a travel companion. | mean, if you're not too settled in 


the city, all due respect." 


Jolanta then responded with a slight smile from the sofa, which would 


undoubtedly become her bed that night. 


"Griffin, you're such a complicated witcher..." she commented with a playful laugh, 
although in her eyes there was a spark of sadness. "But yes, to be honest, I'm not 
too settled in the city, | usually have jobs here and there, you know, like everyone 
in the guild, look, | even have my own fortress for the winter." She made an 
exaggerated and funny gesture, pointing to the whole house from the sofa. "So 


yes, maybe we could be travel companions, at least for a while." 


"Then, travel companion, | think it's time for you to rest. Tomorrow is another day." 


"Tomorrow is another day." 
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